Dreams of 1970s 
Dream of: 02 November 1972 "“Hallelua" 


I was in a house in Columbus, Ohio where my 
friend Randy Ramey and his friend Ted were 
living. After a while, I left the house and went 
for a walk. The 
surroundings outside did not seem like 
Columbus. 


I had been fasting and was quite weak; 
nevertheless I continued walking until I 
reached a music store. I stepped inside, began 
shopping, and ended up buying a violin for 
$30. I also bought four books, two of which 
were music books for beginning violin and 
saxophone. I was charged 25 cents for each 
quarter pound 
of books -- the total price came to $7. 


I placed the books in a large metal box to 
carry home; but I had difficulty toting 
everything. Since I was so weak from fasting, I 
decided to leave the violin at the store and 
return for it later. As soon as | left the store | 
also set down the box 


and left it behind. 


I continued walking until I reached a large 
beautiful park filled with trees and people. I 
was so weak I could hardly walk. I fell down 

and the people passing me thought I was 
intoxicated from alcohol or drugs. A small girl 
walked by and said, 
“Why don't you straighten up? Start your life 
over now. It's not too late." 


I pulled myself up and half-walked, half- 
crawled to a bench. People were sitting on 
several other park benches nearby. | took off 
my brown leather jacket and laid it on the 
bench beside me. Right in front of me was a 
little tree with a beautiful little brown bird 
chirping a wonderful song -- I thought I had 
never seen 
anything quite so pretty. 


A gray cat which apparently belonged to 
someone nearby walked up and climbed the 
tree until it was almost on top the bird. I was 
sure the bird saw the cat, but the bird made 
no attempt to escape. The cat reached out its 


paw, slapped the bird and knocked off a few 
feathers. As the bird fell from the tree, I 
thought, “Good. It'll get away now.” 


The bird flew back to the cat and sat down 
next to it. The cat reached out its paw, 
grabbed the bird by the neck and squeezed. I 
was terrified. No one did anything to stop the 
cat as it carried the bird from the tree to the 
ground. When the cat (which began to look 
more like a large dog) started to put the bird 
into its mouth, 

I thought the bird was finished. 


From the pocket of my brown leather jacket 
(lying beside me) I extracted a hairbrush, 
stood up and threw the brush at the dog. The 
dog was startled, the bird flew away and I sat 
back down. The dog walked over to me and I 
started petting it. It reminded me of my pet 
Dalmatian, Dac, and for a moment I even 
thought it was Dac. Even after I realized the 
dog wasn't Dac, I still somehow thought I had 
bought the dog 
somewhere and that it belonged to me. 


Suddenly I heard a noise which sounded like 
a jet; I looked up and saw a cylinder (which 
sounded and looked like a bomb) flying low 
overhead. I thought the cylinder was going to 
hit us, but it flew on by. Something fell from 
the cylinder as it passed -- a parachute 
opened in the sky and landed nearby in 
another section of the park. At the same time 
I heard a loud explosion in the 
distance. 


I wanted to see who had been in the 
parachute. I asked a girl sitting with her 
mother and father on a bench next to mine if 
she would watch my jacket for me. She said 
she wouldn't -- she likewise wanted to go see 
the parachute. She said I 
could leave the jacket with her mother and 
father. 


I did so. As the girl and I walked across the 
park together, she helped me along because I 
was still weak. I felt as if I were in love with 
her. When we reached the place where the 
parachute had landed, we found a large 
number of people gathered in a wide circle 


for a religious meeting. The man in the 
parachute had landed right in the middle of 
the circle. He wore a uniform with a patch 
over his heart with the letters ASA, which I 
thought stood for “Area of South Asia;" I also 
thought war had begun. 


The people were singing loudly and 
beautifully -- I also wanted to sing. The only 
word | could distinguish was “Hallelua." I 
cried and the girl comforted me. Still 
weeping, I became weak and fell to the 
ground. The girl sat down beside me -- I 
knew she loved me. 


June 1973 "Life's Rosy Road" 


I was looking at what appeared to be a child's 
valentine card which Donald Skaggs (a 
Portsmouth, Ohio acquaintance) had sent me. 
On the outside was a picture of a bear holding 
something red. I opened it and 
saw Donald had written a few lines inside. 


He said he was in Canada and wrote, "We 
ought to communicate. Did you get accepted 
at Harvard? I 


know that some who applied don't know yet. 
Write back when you find out." 


Underneath his writing was a printed passage 
on the card. It started out, "When along life's 
rosy road you 
chance to meet someone whom you 
remember..." 


Farther at the bottom was another verse 
printed upside down. In order for it to be read 
the card had to be 

turned over. 


Dream of: 25 June 1973 "Symposium" 


I was sitting in the kitchen of the House in 
Patriot; although I couldn't see him, I could 
hear my uncle 
George talking in the adjoining room. 
Apparently some women had called him and 

said my pet Dalmatian, 
Dac, which I had lost about a year earlier, was 
up some hollow. I wanted to go and find him. 


Just then I looked outside and saw a car drive 
up. I did not recognize the person inside at 
first; but when he stepped from the car I saw 


he was my first cousin Alan. Although he was 
3-4 years older than I, he looked a couple 
years younger. He walked inside and we 
shook hands. He then grabbed me by the 
waist and I 
grabbed him as if we were wrestling Indian 
style. 


He seemed different than the last time I had 
seen him; he was wearing makeup and 
lipstick. | commented 
about it and I told him he looked good with 
makeup. That seemed to please him. 


He did not seem to be an interesting person. 
He talked about some dirty movies he had 
seen and said he 

had a job in town selling furniture. 


On the kitchen table were some books I had 
been reading, among which was a copy of 
Plato's Dialogues. I showed the book to Alan 
and said I had just finished reading half of the 
Symposium before he had arrived. 


He glanced through it and came to a part 
which said something like, "The more a 
person eats, the hungrier 

he gets." 


I explained that that meant a person should 
try to be content with what he has and not 
want more material 

things but rather more spiritual. 


Dream of: 11 August 1973 "Enveloping 
Water" 


With my father and my mother (in their early 
30s), I was visiting my paternal grandmother 
Mabel and my paternal step-grandfather 
Clarence in the Gallia County Farmhouse. | 
felt young being out in the green 
Summertime trees and fields. 


I walked out of the Farmhouse and headed 
down the hill behind the Farmhouse to the 
old milk house at the bottom of the hill. After 
I had reached the barn and looked over the 
stacked hay, my step-grandfather Clarence 
pulled up on his tractor and announced that 


he needed to load seventeen bails of hay onto 
the 
platform-lift behind the tractor to take to his 
cattle. 


I told him that I would help, but that I first 
had to urinate. After walking to the side of the 
barn, I urinated (much longer than usual) and 
I became engrossed with the sensation - as if 
I were experiencing a 
protracted sexual orgasm. 


Having finished, I returned to Clarence, 
helped him load the hay, and then climbed 
onto the tractor. 

Another man (whom I did not recognize) 
stepped up, climbed onto the rear of the 
tractor with me and sat down. Once the man 
was Seated, he opened his mouth and 
displayed hair growing inside. When I 
realized the tractor wasn't moving, I deduced 
that a hair in the man’s mouth had to be 
pulled to set the tractor in motion; so | 
reached into his mouth and jerked one of the 


hairs, whereupon the tractor immediately 
jolted 
and we were on our way. 


While his four healthy dogs bounded along 
beside us (two older dogs appeared younger 
and stronger than usual), Clarence steered 
the tractor around to Symmes Creek Road in 
front of the Farmhouse. Clarence then pulled 
off the Road and into the field at the bottom 
of the hill in front of the Farmhouse, where 
muddy 
Symmes Creek flowed. After Clarence began 
driving along the edge of the creek, he 
ventured too close to the edge and the tractor 
began tumbling over the bank into the water. 
Only now (as I managed to slip unharmed off 
the side) did I notice my father and my step- 
uncle Ivan (Clarence's son) also on the 
tractor. 
They, along with Clarence, were drug into the 
enveloping creek. Fearing the worst, I sat 
down on the creek bank and waited for them 
to re-surface - my terror and fear prevented 
my jumping into the water to save 


them. 


Finally, I leaped up from the ground and 
dashed toward the Farmhouse. Running as 
fast as I could, I reached the Farmhouse, 
rushed inside and cried to my grandmother 
and my mother that the tractor had crashed 
into the creek, that my father, Ivan and 
Clarence had drowned and that I had been 
unable to save them because I hadn't known 
life-saving. My mother rushed from the 
Farmhouse (with me following) and headed 
toward the spot where the tragedy had 
occurred. As my mother and I approached the 
creek, we 
heard voices, and I began to harbor hopes 
that the men had survived. 


When we reached the creek, however, we 
found seven strange men sitting on the bank 
to the left of where the creek had swallowed 

the tractor ... seven men brandishing rifles 

and shotguns. A rotting moose head lay on 
the ground near the men. When I plaintively 
asked the men why no one had helped with 


the accident, they just laughed. When I 
repeated the question, they continued 
laughing. 


In anger, I picked up some mud and slung it at 
one man - the mud struck him in the face. 
When the man in turn picked up his gun, my 
mother and I ran, and he chased us, back 
toward the Farmhouse. When I reached the 
Farmhouse, I raced inside, grabbed one of 
Clarence's guns, loaded it, and aimed the 
loaded 
gun at the man as he antagonistically climbed 
up the hill in front of the Farmhouse. 


My grandmother stood in the room watching 
the scene; she seemed ancient and completely 
disconcerted 

by the events. 


Dream of: 30 August 1973 "Smashed 
Guitar" 


Anderson (a classmate with whom I became 
friends while we both attended high school in 
my home town of Portsmouth, Ohio, in the late 
1960s) and I (along with a third heavily built 


person) were standing on a bridge, gazing at 
the murky water flowing beneath the bridge. 
A recent flood had washed out much of the 
bottom land, leaving much debris floating on 
the surface of the water. Suddenly we beheld 
a ghastly sight: a lifeless-looking cow was 
floating submerged about a half meter below 
the water's surface. For a better look, we 
decided to go beneath the bridge to a concrete 
platform which abutted the edge of the 
stream. 


Anderson was carrying a guitar which 
someone had lent me. I told Anderson to be 
careful with the guitar because it would have 
to be replaced if broken. As we began our 
descent to the concrete platform under the 
bridge, Anderson suddenly dropped the 
guitar; it smashed into splinters and wires. I 
became quite angry, scolded him and 
demanded he replace the guitar. He promised 
he would. 


Dream of: 07 October 1973 "The Hand Of 
God" 


A slender vixen with silky raven hair, Birdie 
stretched languidly beside me on a bed, while 
my pet 
Dalmatian, Dac, lounged below us on the 
floor. Birdie and I had become intimate over 
the years, since the time we had first begun 
dating during our junior year of high school 
in 1968. As I now snuggled against her, I felt 
aroused and longed to make love to her. But I 
knew I shouldnt, for I felt the hand of God 
tugging my 
foot, admonishing me not to have sex with 
Birdie. 


The palpability of God’s hand on my foot was 
initially terrifying. But gradually I relaxed, 
closed my eyes, and found myself rising to a 
level of consciousness higher than any I had 
ever experienced. It was as if I had slipped 
through a passageway from my normal state 
of mind to a higher plateau of awareness. 


As the elevated state of consciousness 
pervaded me, I was reminded of the powerful 
way hallucinogenic drugs took effect - and 
the forces which governed my life seemed to 
take visible form. Although the images I 
perceived were shadowy and vague, I was 
intensely aware of the feelings which the 
images evoked. When I saw images of Birdie 
and Dac, I felt love. Others images caused me 
sorrow and pain; but those images were 
misty and more difficult to discern. The 
feeling of sorrow, however, intensified so 
dramatically that I finally envisioned myself 
Swimming in my own tears. 


Dream of: 26 November 1973 "Gone With 
The Wind" 


I was at the Logan Street House. It was 
Birdie's birthday and I had bought her a copy 
of Margaret Mitchell's Gone with the Wind. 
The book, falling apart, was quite small and 
must have been abridged. Birdie didn't like 
the present. I began looking through my other 
books, trying to find her a better gift and 
came across a 


book I had never seen before which 
contained paintings by a famous artist. 
Thinking Birdie wouldn't understand the 
book, I decided to Keep it for myself. 


Dream of: 01 December 1973 "Sinking 
Boats" 


Birdie and I were sitting on a rocky shore bya 
river or ocean. About 10 meters away - 
downstream - was 
the door of a house where my mother was 
inside cooking a meal. 


From where [| sat I could discern two boats - 
one small, one large - on the water. The small 
boat - a small silver oar-boat which belonged 

to my father - was floating about 20 meters 

downstream from us. The other 

boat - a much larger boat - looked more like 

a ship; it was about a kilometer from us. 


Both boats were having problems. The large 
ship (due to something which I had done to 
it) was damaged and was sinking. My father's 
small oar-boat - buffeted by the waves - 
finally succumbed, tipped over and 


sank. The large ship, however, although 
sinking, still remained afloat. 


Most of my attention was directed at Birdie, 
who was only wearing a pair of purple 
panties. As she and I gradually became 

passionate, I slid my fingers over her inside 

thigh, worked my hand under her panties and 
began rubbing her vagina. I knelt down on my 
knees in front of her so my foot was hanging 
down in some debris between the rocks. I 
wasn't wearing any pants; Birdie began 
massaging my penis with her foot. I spread 
her legs apart and slid both hands under her 
panties, one on the left side and one on the 
right. 


At that moment I looked out on the river and 
saw the large ship sinking fast. It gradually 
submerged until only one end was sticking 

out of the water - straight up into the air. 

Suddenly the boat flipped over onto its upper 

side, made a tremendous wave and sank. The 

wave hit the shore and rocked us as if we 
ourselves 


were on a boat. 


I continued earnestly massaging Birdie's 
vagina and concentrated on not having a 
premature ejaculation. Suddenly, however, I 
ejaculated and sperm fell all about my legs 
and feet. 


I heard my mother calling me to come to eat; 
at the same time, I noticed my father's small 
silver oar-boat had resurfaced on the water. I 
wanted to swim to the boat and recover it. I 
thought for an instant that my brother 
Adolph was nearby and that he could help 
me, but then I noticed a rope connecting the 
boat to the shore, and I realized swimming 
out to the boat was unnecessary. I wouldn't 
need Adolph's help; I could just 
pull the boat in with the rope. 


Dream of: 03 December 1973 "Awkward 
Position" 


I picked up Birdie somewhere and together 
we absconded to the Gallia County 
Farmhouse. My grandmother Mabel was in 


the House when we arrived; although my 
grandmother didn't say anything 
about it, she knew Birdie was married. 


After Birdie and | had sat down in the front 
room, Birdie peered through the front door 
window and exclaimed that her father, 
Bishop, was driving up the road. His arrival 
terrified us both. Birdie and I quickly decided 
we must hide; we hustled up the stairs. We 
went into a closet in an upstairs bedroom 
where a square hole approximately 50 by 50 
centimeters in the ceiling led to the attic. I 
removed a piece of wood 
(blocking the way) from the upper side of the 
hole, and then helped Birdie through. 


I then walked back downstairs and excitedly 
told my grandmother I needed her 
to load a gun for me. She said a gun was 
already loaded in the gun case. I fetched the 
gun, which looked like a shotgun. However, 
the shells weren't shotgun shells, but long, 
gold, metal shells. 


When Bishop arrived at the front door, my 
grandmother opened the door. Bishop 
walked in and informed my grandmother that 
he was looking for Birdie and that she had 
stolen a gun of his. With the rifle across my 
shoulders, I walked into the room and told 
Bishop that before I had come to the Farm | 
had left Birdie in downtown Portsmouth, 
Ohio. He appeared disbelieving, but he said 
all right, and he departed. 


My grandmother accompanied Bishop to his 
car at the bottom of the hill in front of the 
Farmhouse, and then she started back up the 
hill toward the Farmhouse. Meanwhile, I 
returned to the upstairs and helped 
Birdie from the attic. We walked back 
downstairs into the living room where, like a 
fool, Birdie stood in front of the window 
where she could be seen. Bishop (who hadn't 
yet left) was looking toward the Farmhouse 
right at that moment; I was sure he saw 
Birdie. 


As I looked toward Bishop's car, I noticed a 

small child (perhaps 10 years old) in the car 

with him. The child (which I had never seen 
before) had blond hair. 


When the car finally pulled away, I saw it 
wasnt leaving, but simply circling to the 
other side of the House. I became frightened; 
Bishop must have some 
devious plot in mind. 


After hustling Birdie back upstairs, I glanced 
through an upstairs window; the car was now 
being driven by the child, while Bishop was 
sneaking around the barn at the top of the 
hill, obviously trying to see us. I hurried 
Birdie back through the hole into the attic 
and then, carrying the rifle, | walked back 
downstairs, where I 
found Bishop lurking on the front porch. 
My gun became un-cocked and a bullet 
clogged in the mechanism. I puta new bullet 
in the gun and re-cocked it. Bishop stepped 
inside and stood in front of me. He then began 
going through the House and he finally 
headed upstairs. He went to the closet where 


the hole to the attic was located and he began 
to push 
the wood panel back from the hole. I aimed 
my rifle at him. 


Before firing, however, I tried to decide what 
I would do with Bishop's body and what I 
would tell the police. Because Birdie was 

married, she and I were in an 
awkward position. 


Dream of: 05 December 1973 "Finished 
With Drugs" 


While sitting in a classroom somewhere on 
the campus of The Ohio State 
University, I glanced through a window 
encased in a door leading to a hallway, and 
Saw my friend Steve Weinstein standing on 
the other side of the door. After 
I walked over to the window and tapped it, 
Weinstein turned toward me, opened 
the door and walked into the classroom. 


After we had both sat down, I noticed that 
Weinstein seemed to have aged since 


I had last seen him. When I asked him what 
he was doing in Columbus, he avoided the 
question, but he acted as if he hadn't come to 
see me. 


We began talking about drugs and Weinstein 
told me he had been smoking and selling 
marijuana. He also said that he was selling 
some LSD called “purple barrel" and that he 
just happened to have a tablet of purple 
barrel with him. 

When he asked if I would like to try it, I said 
no, that I was finished with drugs. 


When my friend Roger Anderson showed up, 
I quickly learned that Anderson 
(who appeared to have become Weinstein's 
new friend) had regularly been 
smoking the marijuana which Weinstein was 
selling. 


I asked Weinstein about his present 
scholastic status and he informed me that he 
had taken a correspondence course at Ohio 
State. That surprised me, but it 
surprised me even more when he told me he 
had failed. 


Dream of: 10 December 1973 "Bus Station" 


I arrived at the Greyhound bus station in 
Portsmouth, Ohio on a greyhound bus which 
parked in the station for a 15 minute stop. As 

I disembarked I noticed I was the only 
passenger stopping here. As I walked from 
the bus to the door of the station, I thought 
how lonely the town seemed. Since no one 

was around, I was 
Sure someone could board the bus without 
being seen and ride it without having a ticket. 


I walked inside the bus station and started 
watching a television. A race was being 
shown in which the people were only about 
10 centimeters tall. The cars and motorcycles 
were also miniature. The race was taking 
places in the aisles of a grocery store and 
seemed to be one of endurance rather than 
speed because many cars were wrecking and 
the field of contenders was narrowing. The 
camera didn't show any wreck actually taking 
place but would always show its aftermath. 
The car would often hit sacks of food along 


the aisles and tear them open. On one camera 
shot I noticed the high price of some cat food, 
which 
was three cans for a dollar. 


One fellow in the race was riding a motorcycle. 
His motorcycle began to smoke and he pulled 
to the side. 

His manager told him to pull out. He refused 
and when his motorcycle stopped smoking he 
reentered the field. Although he was clearly 


going to end in one of the final positions he 
continued to race. 


The appearance of the race track changed and 
it began to look like the full-sized track at the 
Scioto County fairgrounds. Another of the 
contenders had trouble with his motorcycle 
and carried part of it from the race track. He 
then reentered the race; I thought it was 
against the rules for anyone to carry part of 
their vehicle 
off the tracks and then reenter. It made me 
angry to see the fellow cheating. 


The field narrowed until only two contenders 
were left, one of whom was the cheater. Both 
racers pulled to 


the sidelines for a break. 


What I was actually watching wasn'ta live 
broadcast but a film of an earlier race. Several 
other people were sitting around the 
television watching it with me, among whom 
was the very person who had furtively 
reentered the race. He was sitting directly in 
front of me. I approached him and asked if he 
recalled his 
wreck and transfer of the vehicle from the 
racetrack. He lied and said no. 


I returned to the garage section and prepared 
to leave. Four buses were parked there. | 
picked up a long map and began washing the 
backs of the buses with it to remove the 
grime which they had collected. 


is Dream of: 02 February 1974 "Tunnel To A 
Lake" 


| was in the country near Lake Roosevelt in 
Scioto County, Ohio; | was watching some 


carpenters build a large house with two 
basements, one underneath the other. The 
bottom basement was connected by a tunnel to 
a large underground lake. | had once before 
seen a basement connected to a lake by a 
tunnel in this fashion, but | could not remember 
where. 


The man who owned the house had given 
permission for a party to be held at the lake. 


Albert Einstein, my mother, my father, Clifford 
(my high school classmate), and about 20 other 
people — including some underage girls — would 
be attending the party. Because the girls were 
underage, we would be breaking the law by 
allowing them to come to the party. 


The day of the party arrived; after the guests 
and | had assembled at the house, we divided 
into three groups. | was in a group with three of 
the most attractive girls — girls whom | did 


not know. 


We all descended to the lower basement and 
into the tunnel which connected the basement 
to the lake. As we began walking along the 
tunnel in the direction of the lake, we also 
began undressing. As | was unzipping my pants, 
someone from one of the other groups — which 
had gone ahead of us — came running back 
through the tunnel from the lake. He screamed 
that it was a trap, that the police were waiting 
at the lake! At the same instant a policeman 
appeared behind us with a gun and fired a shot 
in our direction. The rest of my group fled; | fell 
to the ground, lodged myself in a small crevice 
and hastily re-buttoned my pants 


Police assembled about 20 meters both in front 
and in back of me. Knowing | had no chance of 
escape | yelled that | wanted to surrender. | 
raised myself and approached the police 
officers; Jack Turner (a Portsmouth, Ohio 
acquaintance, a year behind me in high school, 
he later became a policeman) was one of the 
policemen. When | reached the police officers, 
they immediately handcuffed me, but the 


handcuffs were broken and they slipped from 
my 


hands, allowing me to remain unfettered. 


| was quickly whisked away to the police 
Station. Once there, | began delivering a bitter 
tirade against my captors. As | raved, the rest of 
the people from the party were led in. 


Albert Einstein appeared pitiful; | felt so bad for 

him, | began to cry. Wishing | could cover his 

face, | walked over to him, put my arms around 
him and tried to comfort him. 


| was enraged by the conduct of the police. 
About 30 of them were involved in the affair; 
how 

much tax money was being wasted here? 


v Dream of: 08 February 1974 "Death In 
Church" 


appreciate the difference between cave and 
church 


Birdie (my black-haired steady girlfriend from 
1968 to 1972 from the time | was 16 until | was 


20) and | were standing together near a high 
cliff in a hilly region. | was in the process of 
solving a mystery for a man who had been 
finding miniature animals in his home — the 

man didn't know where the animals came from. 

As | investigated the place, | found two small 
caves. A faint glow was emanating from the 

rear of one cave, as if the cave were actually a 
tunnel. Several baby chickens were standing in 
front of, and inside, the entrance of the cave. 


Upon closer scrutiny, | also found a baby tiger, a 
baby leopard, and a baby black kitten. An adult 
cat which appeared to be the mother of the 
kitten was also in the cave. | picked up the baby 
tiger and baby leopard, examined them and 
noted that they were about the length of one of 
my fingers. | then picked up the kitten. When | 
closed my hands over the kitten, the mother cat 
began meowing and sniffing my hand, but | 
wouldn't let her see her kitten. 


| played with the baby tiger and baby leopard 
and when | would drop them, they would 


immediately turn over in mid-air and land on 
their feet. When | dropped the kitten, however, 
it failed to land upright and instead, landed 
upon its head and lay motionless upon the 
ground. When | picked up the kitten and placed 
it on a platter which | found, it lay completely 
still, except for the slight palpitation of its 
stomach. Noticing liquid material with the 
consistency of snot clogging its nose and 
mouth, | pulled the material out. Still, the kitten 
didn't move. | looked around for the baby tiger 
and the baby leopard, but they had 
disappeared into the surrounding underbrush. | 
searched in the grass, tearing it up by the 


roots, looking through the grass and the dirt. 


As Birdie and | stood on the edge of the cliff 
(about 10-12 meters high), Leroy Kegley (who 
attended Portsmouth High School with me in 

Portsmouth, Ohio from 1967 to 1970, but 
whom | barely knew) suddenly appeared and 
began tossing rocks at us in a playful way that 


nevertheless quickly made me angry. | began 
tossing the rocks back, only a little harder. 


Soon we were hurling rocks hard at each other 
and both of us were becoming angrier. 


When | saw a small glass pint milk jar sitting 
near me, | picked it up and also threw it at 


Leroy, hitting him in the side. | was now 
defenseless. Leroy picked up the milk jar and as 
he started to throw it at me, | wrapped my arms 

around Birdie to shield her as she and | hung 
onto a small overhang of the cliff. | begged 
Leroy not to throw the jar - and he didn't. 


Instead, he started to walk away. When | stood 
up straight and followed him, however, he 
suddenly turned and threw the jar at me, but it 
missed. Leroy then picked up a can of shaving 
cream lying nearby and threw it at Birdie. The 
can of shaving cream hit Birdie and caused her 
to fall off the cliff all the way to the bottom. | 
raced down the cliff to see how badly she was 
injured. After | determined that she was injured 
but still alive, | climbed back 


up the cliff and chased Leroy for some distance. 


| was gaining on him when he reached the door 
of a large church and ducked inside. | followed 
him into the church and caught him in a back 

room where he was on a raised platform which 
seemed like a stage with doors on both ends 
and a curtain in front which was pulled shut. 
Leroy and | briefly struggled until | was able to 

wrestle him to the ground. 


Birdie walked in and quickly discovered a back- 
pack containing some of Leroy's possessions, as 
if Leroy were prepared to take a journey. When 

| saw that Leroy also had my sleeping bag, | 
assumed that he had somehow stolen it from 
me. Inside the bag were also some record 
albums, one of which was The Beatles’ Sergeant 
Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band. As | 
continued to hold him down, | told Birdie to see 
if he had anything else of 


mine. 


Steve Buckner (a good friend whom | met in 
1967 when we began the tenth grade together 


at Portsmouth High School) suddenly appeared. 
| explained to Steve what had happened and | 
asked him to help me hold Leroy down. Steve, 
however, wanted no part of it. | couldn't 
understand that, because | knew that Steve 
played guitar and that Leroy had stolen a guitar 
from Steve. Although Steve didn't want to 
become involved, he nevertheless helped me 
when Leroy began regaining his strength and 
almost overpowered me. After Steve and | 
restrained Leroy, | began tying Leroy up with 
some white rope. Once Leroy was tied up and 
subdued, Steve and | looked through Leroy’'s 
possessions for anything else which Leroy might 
have stolen. | told Steve to take whatever he 
wanted of Leroy's since Leroy owed 

Steve the money anyway. Although | only 
wanted what belonged to me, | did cut 
something 

off the cover of the Sergeant Pepper's album to 

take. 


Only now did | realize that my sleeping bag was 
actually one which | had borrowed from Jim 


Shaw (who attended school with me in 
Portsmouth from 1964 to 1970). | had failed to 
ever return the sleeping bag to Jim. After Steve 

and | wrapped up Leroy in the sleeping bag, | 


watched Leroy roll around on the floor inside 
the bag. 


On the other side of the closed stage curtains, 
on the side in front of the stage, was an area 
which looked like a basketball gym. When | 
noticed the lights in the gym being turned on 
and off, | realized someone else was out there. | 
stepped through the curtain and found an 
elderly lady standing on the other side. When 
she asked me what we were doing, | gave some 
excuse. She said she was looking for someone 
whom she was supposed to meet there and she 
asked if | had seen anyone. | said no. Looking 
through a side door, however, | noticed that 
another man had arrived. When | pointed to 
him for the elderly lady, she said that he was 
the person for whom she was looking. After she 
walked over to him, she and the 


man walked outside and departed in a small 
Car. 


Returning to the scene of the struggle on the 
stage, | found Leroy still rolling around, 
wrapped in the sleeping bag, while Birdie and 
Steve were pilfering through his possessions. 


Thinking something was odd about the way 
Leroy was moving, | stepped over to him and | 


found that he had one hand free, that he had 
rolled to Birdie's purse, and that he had 
extracted a knife. After | called for Steve's 
assistance, a struggle ensued which ended with 


Steve's being wounded. Infuriated by the injury, 
Steve wrested the knife from Leroy and used 
the knife several times on Leroy, raising and 

lowering the knife with great force into 


Leroy's body, until Leroy was dead. As | 
watched the scene play out, | realized that | had 
the choice of either murdering Leroy myself or 

having Steve do it. Being fearful of the 


consequences, | chose the later. 


Blood was smeared all about. Noting that we 
were within 100 meters of the Ohio River in 
Portsmouth, Steve and | picked up Leroy and his 
possessions and began walking toward the 
river, intending to dispose of everything in the 
river. 


is Dream of: 10 April 1974 "Pictures" 


Mike Walls and his girlfriend Mary Atherton 
(two friends from my high school and college 
days) were visiting me in the upstairs living 
room of the Gay Street House in Portsmouth, 


Ohio. As | sat on the couch talking with Walls, 
Atherton stood in front of the large mirror over 
the mantle. Following a strong urge, | stood and 
walked over behind her. Standing behind her, | 

threaded my arms between her torso and her 
arms, and | clutched her breasts in front. At first 

she resisted, but since Walls merely sat on the 

couch and observed, she relented as | slipped 
my hands inside her low-cut blouse and 
relished the feel of her ample breasts. 


K K K 


While | was still in the same room (Walls and 
Atherton were no longer with me), my father 
walked in. He had just returned from a visit to 
Florida for Christmas, and in a large suitcase he 
had brought me a camera as a present. | carried 
the suitcase to my bedroom, withdrew the 
black and white camera, and examined its 
complex levers and knobs. Without reading the 
instructions, | tried to figure out how to operate 
the camera. After | had pressed and pulled 
several knobs, the camera began to hum — it 
was electric! | meddled with it more, and after | 
had pushed more buttons, two negatives were 
exuded from a slot. | thought | must 


have shot the negatives while | had been trying 
to learn to work the camera. 
After | had laid the negatives on a bureau by my 
side, they gradually began to change into real 


pictures. Once they had fully developed, | 
picked them up and discovered that | myself 


hadn't taken the pictures. 


The pictures were not of the scenes before me, 
but of two other scenes. In the first picture was 
my grandmother Leacy (my mother's mother) 
and my grandmother's polio-crippled son, my 
uncle George. My grandmother appeared to be 
in her late 40s and George looked as if he were 
about 30. My grandmother was sitting ona 
couch wearing a dress which fell to midshin. 
George was crouching on the floor with his 
crippled legs bent back under him (he was 
crippled with polio from an early age). One of 
my grandmother's arms lay on her lap, while 
the other arm rested on the back of the couch. 
The acutely poignant look of my grandmother's 
eyes was the most expressive part of the 
austere picture. Starring straight from the 
picture, her eyes seemed to say that even 
though she had endured much sorrow, she had 
submitted to her plight of raising a crippled son 
and had persevered. Intermingled with the pain 
imbued in her eyes shone a certain pride which 
seemed to say she hadn't lived 


In vain. 


The second picture was quite different. My 
father was standing on the left side of the 
picture, in a large living room, holding a whiskey 
bottle in his hand. Scattered about him in 
various positions on the floor and furniture lay 
an assortment of people who appeared to have 
taken part in a debauched party. The picture 
appeared to portray an accusatory scene of 


expended lust. 


After carefully examining both pictures and 
discerning their meanings, | decided | wanted to 
take some pictures myself. | decided to first 
photograph the street outside my window; the 
street would always change and | wanted to 
remember it as it was now. Somehow, 
however, 


| either clicked the wrong buttons or aimed the 
camera incorrectly, because | took a picture of 
myself instead. In a few minutes the picture 
emerged from the camera. In my haste | had 
forgotten to press the button that enlarged the 
pictures and a miniature photograph was 


emitted on approximately a two-centimeter 
square paper. Examining the paper, | found that 
this picture (unlike the first two pictures) didn't 
first turn into a negative; instead, 
developingmaterial on the picture allowed the 
picture to develop right on the paper, even as | 
watched. 


The picture showed my head emerging from a 
ground covered with a blanket of leaves. 


When | looked from a different angle, the 
picture became distorted and showed my head 
being first elongated and then twisted out of 
proportion. My head looked quite warped, but 
my eyes were strong and penetrating. The eyes 
seemed curious, as if they were asking 


where they had come from. 


| picked up all the pictures. | thought | would 
show them to my friend since high school Steve 
Weinstein, who had recently told me of 
pictures he had taken during some of his 
travels. 


Dream of: 24 May 1974 "Blood And 
Groans" 


19 


A friend and | were attending a high school class; 
we were in a room which reminded me of 
Portsmouth High School. After a female teacher 
commenced the class, the students gathered 
around her, sat on chairs and on the floor ina 
large circle and began discussing 


plans for a party. 


| next was at the party in a circle of people lying 
next to a young girl. An unknown comedian had 
been hired for entertainment and was telling 
dull jokes which seemed to be amusing the 


other students. | however was more occupied 
by my female friend. 


| soon found myself on a farm tending a herd of 
cows. One of the bulls with large horns was my 
special pet. When | turned him loose in the field 
he began chasing the other cows. He bit and 
butted them. | began chasing him. | had a stick 
with a spike-like protrusion in it which | used to 


hit him. He tried to gore me with his horns. | 
jammed the stick into his side and amidst blood 
and groans wrestled him to the ground. After a 
short while of such torment | withdrew the stick 
and began petting him. | noted a large wound | 
had made and felt pity for 


him. 


Dream of: 15 June 1974 "Archery 
Exhibition" 


20 


About 7 p.m. | arrived at a spacious basketball 
court where | planned to watch a basketball 
game which was supposed to begin at 8 p.m. 
Only a few other people had already arrived. | 
Sat down in a corner of the court on the floor 
near some folding chairs. A boy carried one of 

the chairs along the sideline to the center of the 
court and sat down on it. Some men were on 

the court practicing and once the ball rolled 
over to me. | picked it up and threw it back. 


But the ball fell short of my mark. 


Before the game began a man was supposed to 
give an exhibition of archery and yoga. As the 
man entered the court | realized the court was 

actually in the backyard of the House in Patriot. 

Although some trees obstructed my view of the 
House, | could still see the back of the House, 
which had been transformed into bleachers for 

people waiting for the game to 


begin. 


The archer prepared to begin his yoga show and 
| joined him. He showed me several easy 
twisting exercises which | did just as he had. | 
then offered to show him some yoga 


exercises which | knew. 


The archer reminded me of a_ dissolute 

photographer who had once picked me up 

when | 

had been hitchhiking in Texas. | began showing 
him the yoga exercises | knew and found he 
was unable to do them. | detected an air of 

intoxication about him. | demonstrated several 

more yoga positions. But the crowd was 


growing impatient. It was 25 till 8 and they 
wanted to see the archery exhibition. The man 
spoke of "getting off" on the yoga and | thought 
he 


had probably taken some LSD 


The archer unsheathed his bow and arrows and 
began to shoot at three targets which stood 
some distance from him. He fired two shots and 
completely missed the target with both. Two 
female assistants entered and retrieved the 
arrows as they were shot. The archer seemed 
even more intoxicated than before. His face 
began to look like a cartoon character's. He 
placed the next arrow in his bow backwards 
and was about to shoot it that way until | 


hurriedly called it to his attention. | was utterly 
disgusted with him. 


a Dream of: 24 June 1974 "Lines Of Virgil" 


After camping in the Appalachian Mountains in 
West Virginia, | had decided to return to 
Portsmouth, Ohio. When | arrived in 


Portsmouth | vainly began perusing my 
countenance in a mirror. Then | went to the city 
swimming pool, watched the girls and tried to 
figure out how 


to meet one. 


| next went to the Logan Street House and 

restlessly squandered my time. | tried to read 
some lines of the poet Virgil, but it was 

hopeless. My mother (was in the House) she 
told me that my ex-girlfriend Birdie's husband 

had hit Birdie that morning and had caused 
Birdie to need three stitches in her face. Then 

my mother retracted and said the incident 

hadn't happened that morning, but several days 

earlier; my mother said Steve Weinstein had 


dropped by and told her about the incident. 


2 Dream of: 13 October 1974 "Strange Old 
House" 


| went for a ride in the country with several 
other men. We stopped and | stood outside by 
the car. Another car pulled up which contained 


two girls who somehow appeared to be my 
sisters. One was Jeannie (a former high school 


classmate). She stepped from the car and 


stood beside me. | was in love with her. 


| returned to the city and went into the kitchen 


of a large house. The other men were still 
with me. 


| decided to explore the house. After walking 

around for a while | discovered | was lost. The 
house seemed old and strange. As | went from 
one room to the next | became more and more 

lost. | wandered around for a long time. In 


many rooms | saw beds with pillows which 
resembled human beings covered with covers. 


Finally | fled and found my way back to the 


kitchen where | found the girl | loved. | told her 
to 


walk through the house. She did so and soon 


became lost. | was sad. 


2 Dream of: 15 October 1974 "Love Letters" 


| had received some letters from my ninth grade 
sweetheart, Debi. The letters also somehow 
seemed to have come from Sue Young (a girl 
with whom | had a brief fling in 1970). It seemed 
as if the letters said that she loved me. After 
looking at the letters, | stuck them into a book of 
maps. 


Afterwards, carrying my book of maps with me, 
| was walking around, when | saw Debi coming 
out of a house where she apparently lived. 
Shaw (whom Debi married after high school), 
wearing eyeglasses, was looking out the 
window of the house. | walked up to Debi and 
told her that she looked beautiful. She said that 
she was now a nurse and that she was on her 
way to the hospital. 


Shaw walked out to us. He saw my book, 
grabbed it from me and began going through it. 
He came upon two old letters in the book, then 

found the letters from Debi. She quickly 
grabbed the letters from him. Shaw, however, 


had seen the front of the letters and he had 
noted that they had come from Huntington, 
West Virginia. Since he knew Debi used to live 
in Huntington, he knew the letters had come 
from her. 


